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With You 


It was quiet on the bus, for once, so quiet that the sides and ceiling seemed to close in, press closer, like a 


metal tomb. If Ginger closed his eyes, his head spun a bit. 


The rest of the band were off somewhere, no doubt resurrecting a brand of debauchery not seen since 
ancient Rome. (Not entirely true. No one was in love with their sisters, but Ginger suspected that was only 
because neither Manson nor Twiggy had a sister). He'd retreated to the back of the bus, almost alone but for 
the driver sleeping up front, sitting upright in his seat with his baseball cap pulled down over his eyes. 


He heard the door open and shut, then footsteps heading his way. Ginger opened his eyes, but he could only 
make out an outline in the dimness. It wasn't till he heard a soft voice saying, "Hey, you awake?" that he knew 


who it was. 
"Yeah, yeah. I'm awake." Ginger sat up in his bunk, swinging his legs off the side. John 5 came to sit on the 
floor next to his bunk, his shoulder wedged up against Ginger's knee. John was still in his stage clothes, while 


Ginger was shirtless, wearing a pair of light shorts that he wore to bed 


Being the two "newbies" of the band, they'd naturally gravitated together. There'd been no other orbits to be 


had -- Manson and Twiggy formed their own impenetrable front, and Pogo despised John for his crime of 


replacing Zim Zum. 


Ginger had kept himself alive in this band of deranged Floridian white trash for so long, that John had seemed 
too good to be true. Neither was a junkie, and John had a softness to him almost never found in rock stars. He 
was gentle and content with almost anything. When they were together, they discovered a sort of peace that 
Ginger hadn't thought to find again. 


Well, there was one thing about John. 

"| got bored with the scene out there," John told him. "But | didn't want to wake you up." He tilted his head 
back. Ginger's eyes were adjusting to the low light, and John was slowly but surely coming into sharper focus. 
He was looking up at Ginger, eyes half-lidded, and his hand was.. 

"You gonna do that right now?" Ginger asked in disbelief. He'd seen much filthier things on the road, but John's 
sexual mania was still surprising to him. John didn't possess the average rock star appetite for sex. He had an 


addiction Manson had even performed an exorcism on John, to no avail. 


"Should | go? | don't want to freak you out" John didn't move his hand from where he was cupping his own 


bulge, but he did move to get up. 

Ginger sighed. "| guess not. You can stay, just clean yourself up." John wasn't a bad guy at all, this sex 
addiction he had was a compulsion. It was like someone with Tourette's and their tics, John couldn't help 
himself. 


With a visible look of relief, John settled back down and popped his fly, his hand going to work 


"When we get to the next show, we're gonna have a couple days off. You wanna go to a local show with me?" 
Ginger asked him. 


John's tongue lolled out of the corner of his mouth, swiped across his lower lip and then disappeared back 


inside. "Yeah. Yeah! I'd love that. Checking out some local talent with you. Let's do it." He was panting. 


Ginger paused, not sure if he should attempt conversation or just let John finish. There was no etiquette 


lesson for this situation. 
"Ginger?" 
"Yeah?" Ginger snapped out of his thoughts. 


"Ginger, can l." John's face screwed up a little, as though in concentration. "Can | just.. um, touch your thigh a 


little?" 


"You want to what?" John picked up on the tone in Ginger's voice, as he quickly tried to explain. 
"| know it's too much to ask, forget it, | don't mean to piss you off--" 
"Why do you want to touch my thigh?" It was such a strange request that Ginger really wanted an explanation. 


John tried to calm down his panting. "I'm so close but | need a little more.. if | was touching your thigh it'd be 


like there was really someone here with me. Something real and physical. Skin to skin. Y'know?" 


"| am here with you," Ginger started to say, then cut himself off. John was pressed up against his leg, jacking 
off like a maniac, so was Ginger sort of participating in this with him? This wasn't exactly sex, but it was stil 


pretty intimate. 
John groaned and his hips jerked rudely. "Oh god, please talk to me like that. More. Please" 


Huh. This was sort of like dirty talk, right? Ginger decided to go along with it. "You want to touch me? You 
want me to be here with you? Getting you off?" 


John nodded, biting his lip. He lowered his head and pressed it to Ginger's knee, contorting his body to get some 
kind of contact with him. 


Hesitantly, Ginger touched John's hair, earning another groan. He peered down to see John jerking his dick like a 
madman, obviously very close to a satisfying release. "Wow," Ginger said softly. "That's... hotter than | thought 
it would be." 


"Please. Please, Ginger." John was mouthing at his knee now, sweat beading on his forehead. 

"You can touch my thigh," Ginger told him, intrigued to see where this would go. He waited till John's free hand 
came up to grasp at his thigh, before giving John's hair a firm yank. Not hard enough to pull out hair, but 
hard enough to give John some stimulation 

John's thumb was caressing the soft skin of Ginger's thigh, his face slack with pleasure, and when Ginger 
pulled his hair, he stiffened, let out a desperate moan, and came. "Oh, that's so good," he whispered into 


Ginger's knee. He kissed it gratefully. 


Ginger scratched at his cheek and thought this over. John groped around for something to wipe his hands on, 


finding some paper towels and shoving them into his underwear to clean himself off. 


Laying back onto his bunk, Ginger drew up his legs and cleared his throat a little. John looked up at him. "Would 


you come a little closer?" Ginger asked him. "I think | need something hand's on." 


Wadding up the paper towels, John flung them carelessly over his shoulder and went to join Ginger on his bunk 


